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James' eyebrows knitted and his lips twisted as he stood in front of the shelves, each one cut out by the 
stark fluorescent lighting, harsh angles contrasted by displaying rows of heart-shaped boxes in various shades 
of red, pink and purple. A heart-shaped box of chocolates just didn’t seem like something to get your 
boyfriend-right? He wasn't sure. He'd never had the chance to celebrate Valentine's Day as a couple before. It 
seemed fine for a girl to get from her boyfriend, but another guy? It just seemed so lame. But James also 
didn't have a whole lot of money to spend. A nice dinner was out of the question-Jason had said the same, 
since he wasn't rolling in cash either-and the bottle of cheap champagne that was sitting in the passenger seat 


of James' car just didn't seem like enough on its own. 


He slowly went down the aisle, still contemplating a box of chocolates as being his best choice. There weren't a 
lot of options when it came to the exterior of the box, but at least the different brands had some variety. 
James turned over a particularly large and slightly more expensive red cardboard heart, scrutinizing the 


contents-it seemed like an assortment Jason would actually like, at least. He knew his boyfriend didn't like 


whatever those nougat ones were, so James would take those off his hands. So some sort-of-fancy chocolate 


and champagne-maybe it wasn't a total letdown, even if it was a little effeminate. 


Then, on the other side of the aisle, a pair of oversized, red fuzzy dice caught his eye. "BITE" one side said, 
another said "THIGH" James grabbed them off the hook and turned them over, inspecting each side. They 
looked both out of place and appropriate at the same time, the slight vulgarity seemingly tossed into the 
tamer, more sophisticated Valentine's Day treats, and he thought it was a hilarious find. He could imagine Jason 
getting a kick out of them too but, even better, he knew Jason would be up for doing every single thing on 


those dice. Fuzzy, sexy dice, champagne and a box of chocolates it would be. 


Jason's roommate was out for the night with his own Valentine's celebration, making sex a sure-fire thing. 
James was a little giddy as he rang the bell outside, not only about the silly gift that would quite literally roll 
them into the night, but also because he'd never done any of this before. He'd never thought much of 
Valentine's Day, apart from enjoying it as a kid when literally everyone had to participate in it, having someone 
of his own he could really spend it with was brand new and he felt an excitement reminiscent of being a kid 
and knowing it was going to be a good day with lots of candy and distractions. Except now he was an adult with 
alcohol and the distraction was his beautiful, charming boyfriend. 


And Jason looked about the same, mirroring that excitement, when he opened the door, his smile big and 
welcoming and his fair cheeks tinged with pink. Something else pink caught James' eyes-Jason's socks. They 
were bright pink with candy hearts all over them. 


"My mom get ‘em for me," Jason responded to James’ unasked question, his eyes zeroing in on the shiny red 


gift bag James was carrying. "| thought we said no gifts.” 


"We said nothing expensive," James reminded him. As he moved past Jason, he pulled the bottle of champagne 


out of the bag and handed it over. "This was cheap. The other stuff was, too." 
Jason was already working the tinfoil off the neck of the bottle, padding over to the kitchen. "Other stuff?" 


James set the bag down on the coffee table in the living area before joining Jason in the kitchen, watching him 
rifle through a drawer. "So what'd you get me?" he asked, completely not serious. Having Jason alone for the 


right was more than enough. 


But Jason paused, setting the bottle on the counter, and disappeared for a few seconds. He came back and 
tossed a grey t-shirt at James then got back to wrapping the cork of the bottle in a kitchen towel. "You don't 
have to wear it," he said, hand twisting dutifully. "But it was so kitschy and like five bucks, so | had to." 


James shook the t-shirt out in front of himself and laughed. There was a big pink heart right over the chest 
and a little cupid cherub over it, pointing his arrow toward the left shoulder. "That's amazing. l'm so gonna 


wear it." 


Jason grinned as the cork popped free and the champagne fizzed. "Really?" 


"Yeah," James affirmed and, upon realizing he'd hardly given his boyfriend a proper introduction, he tossed the 
shirt onto his shoulder and moved in close, putting his hands on Jason's hips and kissing him softly. Jason 
gripped James’ shirt and kissed him harder; it was shaping up to be a good night, for sure. 


"Happy Valentine's Day, Jase," James said once he broke away. He was really lucky to have found Jason-even 


luckier than Jason had the same feelings for him. 

Jason traced a fingertip over James' stomach. "Happy Valentine's Day." He smirked and turned back to the 
counter, reaching up and grabbing two beer glasses from a cupboard. "God, we're so corny. | love it though. | 
really didn't expect you to be into this." 

"We get to be alone and drink champagne," James said. "I'm into that. | just wish I'd found better gifts for you." 
"Well, my birthday is coming up soon anyway," Jason reminded him with a wink. He carefully poured out the 
champagne and handed James a glass. "But all | want for that is another night alone." He moved in close again 
and looked up at James, still smirking affectionately. "Y'know-gotta have birthday sex." 

James laughed. "That's guaranteed." 

"I figured. Do you want me to open the other presents now?" 

James took a big drink, face already getting a little flushed from the alcohol and the anticipation of it all. "Duh." 
Situated on the couch, with James leaning against Jason's shoulder so he could best watch those hilarious sexy 
dice revealed, Jason put the gift bag in his lap. The red tissue paper crinkled as he pulled out the big box of 
chocolates-James was worried for a moment that it really was too cliche, too feminine, and Jason wouldn't be 
able to cover up any sort of disappointment, as was often the case. But Jason smiled and immediately tore the 
plastic away from it and ran his fingers down the ribbon tied around the box before setting it loose and pulling 


the top away. 


"I thought it might be like, too lame," James admitted, although Jason was already reaching for a milk chocolate 
square and handing it to him. "Like something a girl gets, not a guy." 


Jason took a piece for himself, the box still resting on his thighs. "I think everyone likes chocolate. And these 


are some of the good ones-it really wasn't expensive?" 
James blushed. "Not really.” 
Jason's eyes narrowed a bit as he chewed, always able to detect whenever James was lying. "Uh-huh." 


"They weren't," James insisted, stuffing his own mouth with the chocolate. "Open the other thing.’ 


Jason did just that, unraveling more tissue paper from the final gift. James watched intently, waiting for the 


reaction-upon revealing the dice, Jason looked perplexed for a second, then he laughed and squeezed James’ 


thigh. 
"Oh my god," he said, still laughing. "These are amazing. What-where'd you even find them?" 
James smiled to himself, pleased. "They were with all the other Valentine's Day stuff." 


"Not a very family-friendly holiday section, wow," Jason remarked, turning the dice over in his hands. "Even if 


they're meant to be a joke, you can literally do all of this. It's rated R" 


"Literally doing all of this is the idea, man," James said, downing the rest of the champagne in his glass. He 
turned Jason's face toward his and kissed him. "Let's do it" 


"Okay" Jason stood up and stretched, giving James a preview of his taut stomach and sharp hips. "Will you 
grab the bottle?" 


James did, trailing behind his boyfriend. "Who's rolling first?" Jason asked once James stepped into his bedroom 
with the bottle of champagne. The room was dim with the ceiling light off and only the bedside lamp on, leaving 
Jason in a warm, inviting glow. James could drink in the sight of him even longer than he could drink champagne 
for. 


First, you have to strip," James instructed, raising an eyebrow at him. 


Jason tossed the dice between his hands. "Just me? Come on" He stepped in close and used one hand to fiddle 
with James’ fly, his knuckles brushing over his crotch. "Get naked." 


James put his hands on Jason's shoulders, tracing his collarbones with his thumbs. "Drunk already?" 


"A little buzzed," Jason admitted, now purposefully fondling James’ crotch. "Mostly excited. Our first Valentine's 
Day-it's cute. Youre cute." 


James grabbed his wrist. "Come on, Jase-strip for me and then we roll the dice." 
Jason pulled back and sat on the edge of the bed, crossing his arms over his chest. "You first, James." 


James rolled his eyes. He took a long swig from the champagne and set it down on Jason's dresser, then pulled 


his t-shirt over his head; his face flushed and he rolled his eyes again when Jason gave him a wolf-whistle. 
"More," Jason ordered, legs spread wide at the edge of the bed, already an obvious bulge in his jeans. 


James kicked off his sneakers and pulled off his socks; next came the jeans. Before Jason had come along, he 
had often felt gangly and awkward, with so much height and not enough muscle and a little too much softness 


in the middle-but Jason had never been shy about telling James how hot he was and how much he loved 
every part of him. In tandem with his verbal affection, Jason was very giving in bed; James thought it was 


now a good night to turn the tables a bit, especially with the help of those dice. 
‘Im leaving these on," James said, snapping the waistband of his briefs. "You can't have everything yet" 


Jason stood up and started to remove his own clothing with zero hesitation and zero shame. “Alright, that's 
fine." Seconds later, they were both near-naked and James was shamelessly eyeing up his boyfriend, especially 
admiring the gentle but defined muscles of his torso. He could lick champagne right from those abs. 


"| wanna roll first," James said once Jason was back on the bed, the same position as before. He moved 


between Jason's spread legs and took the dice, then tossed them back against the mattress. 
Jason turned, peering over his shoulder. "Lick..hand. Interesting." 


"| can do that," James said, lifting Jason's wrist and bringing his hand to his mouth. He licked up his entire palm, 
which made Jason giggle. 


"That tickles," he said, snatching his hand back. 
"Does it turn you on?" 


Jason smiled. "A little." He swiveled around and sat cross-legged in the middle of the bed, grabbing the dice, and 
patted the space in front of him. "Sit. Its my turn" 


James obliged and watched Jason toss the dice to the side, one saying "BITE" and the other saying "THIGH" 


Jason grinned wide and crawled forward, hands splayed over James' shins, pushing his legs apart. 


"| already like doing this," Jason said, hunching over and planting his face right against James’ thigh. James held 
his breath, Jason's mouth so close to his dick and his fingers teasing through the hair on his calves; Jason bit 
down in the soft flesh right beneath his crotch, tugging slightly and making the air hiss out of James’ throat. 


When he looked down, James saw the bright pink imprint of teeth against his skin, and he felt himself grow 
even harder in his briefs. Jason looked up at him all proud and sweet, a teasing smile on his lips and a lightness 
in his eyes. James grabbed the sides of his face and pulled him up, kissing him hard, slipping his tongue into 
Jason's mouth. 


Jason reciprocated, looping his arms around James' shoulders, but only for a couple seconds. He pulled back and 


reached for the dice again: "| wanna keep playing." He gave the dice to James and leaned back on his hands. 


James tossed them again. "SUCK" and "EAR" were the next words revealed. Jason laughed as James's nose 
crinkled. He liked Jason's ears, but he'd never even thought about doing that. Still, he moved in front of him and 
held onto one shoulder as he traced the tip of his nose up Jason's neck, lips landing right on the shell of his 


ear. Gently, he sunk his teeth in and suctioned his lips around the delicate cartilage and tried to suck-it was, 
admittedly, a little awkward and strange, but Jason's still slightly damp hair in James' face smelled fresh and 


sweet and his skin was warm against his mouth and tongue. 
Laughing even harder, Jason thrashed and tried to shove James away. "Dude, that tickles even more!" 
James was laughing too, relinquishing Jason's ear but keeping him tangled in his arms. "You wanted it, Jase!" 


Jason managed to successfully wiggle away, panting. He leaned over and grabbed the dice. "My turn again," he 
said, cheeks rosy and his smile beaming right at James, that smile always being the unshakable reminder that 


Jason just adored him. "| wonder what we'll get" 


The erection tenting James' briefs was wondering when the game would be over and the actual sex would 
begin. They weren't strangers to taking their time with foreplay but this level of teasing was new-exciting but 
challenging. A pair of dice would never be a match for hormones, but Jason's unrelenting-though not 


unwelcome-hold over James could be. 


“Lick thigh," Jason recited, cool eyes shifting right over to James again. "These dice keep reading my mind, 


man. 


James chuckled as Jason pushed him down and pried his legs apart once more and talented, gentle fingers 
began stroking up his shins, over his knees and over his sensitive thighs. Jason's messy curls tickled him and 
James felt no shame in giggling; no shame in letting the low, soft moan out of his throat when Jason's warm, 
silky tongue slid up the entire length of his thigh and teased the edge of his underwear. James was just about 
to ask when they could cool it with the dice, but Jason answered that thought by carrying on anyway-he 
licked right over James’ hard-on through the cotton blend, wetting the fabric, then mouthed over it as his 
hands lingered at the waistband. 


And James was right about to dig his fingers into all those curls and keep him there when Jason quickly slid 
up his body, squeezing his leg in between James' and meeting him face to face: "That's a good gift" 


"Not so sure we needed it," James said, finally able to push his fingers through Jason's hair, brushing his 


thumbs over his temples. "We're more creative than that. Now get off me-| got something in mind." 


Jason rolled over onto his back and put his arms behind his head, biceps carved out, curls wild against the 


sheets. "Oh yeah? Like what?" 


James got on his knees and crouched over him. He grabbed the waistband of Jason's underwear and started to 


pull them down when Jason suddenly rolled over and away, springing up from the bed. 


"| want more champagne," he said, grabbing the bottle as James grimaced at his backside. "You didn't bring the 


glasses in" 


James stretched one leg out and shoved Jason‘s hip. "Fuck the glasses. Come on, I've got blue balls." 


Jason turned, head tilted back as he drank straight from the bottle. He wiped a leftover dribble away from his 
chin and handed the bottle to James. "Finish it off," he said, lifting one knee back up onto the mattress and 
getting comfortable again, laid back and easy. 


James did, downing the rest of it, the bubbles fizzing out in his throat. Before Jason could come up with 
another way to prolong the romance, James pounced on him, yanked his underwear straight off and then his 
own, Jason grabbed his arms and pulled him down, lips parted wide to melt their tongues together. His soft 
moans contradicted how heavy-handed he was with groping James, those surprisingly strong hands squeezing 
biceps, pecs, hips, thighs, ass. The unrelenting determination and take-charge attitude from Jason was never 
shocking and James loved it-but it meant it was difficult for him to do much of anything with the same 
intensity in return, even with being on top. He was physically stronger in some ways but not in bed. Jason knew 


his weaknesses and, both unfortunately and fortunately for James, there were many. 


"Want me to blow you?" James asked when Jason gave him a second to breathe, those nimble fingers caught 


in a mess of blonde hair. 
"Fuck yeah," was Jason's low, rough answer. "On your knees.” 


Typical bedroom Jason again-always telling, never asking. Not that James minded. Jason was the one person and 
the bedroom was the one place he could forgive that. He gave Jason another kiss and did as he was told-he 
slid right down at the edge of the bed and situated himself on his knees, giving some silent gratitude to the 
ratty but comfortable carpeting that was spread over the entire apartment. Jason followed, situating himself 
in front of James and spreading his legs just enough for his boyfriend to slide between, James’ big golden hand 
wrapping around his dick. 


Whenever they had time alone, neither of them were quiet but Jason especially was one for volume. It was 
just a few seconds of James licking over the head of his cock and fondling his balls, then Jason was hissing out 
curses and praise as he messed with James’ hair. James ate up the encouragement and swallowed Jason down 


to the best of his abilities, lips suctioning around the shaft as the head hit his gag reflex. He fought the 


instinct to pull away, even more determined by the uninhibited moan Jason let out, and swallowed. 
"James," Jason bit out, fingertips brushing over the curve of James’ ears. "Look up." 


So, of course, James did, even as Jason's dick prodding his gag reflex again brought tears to his eyes. With 

anyone else, it would have been way too vulnerable, entirely inconceivable, really; with Jason, it just felt natural 
to actually let go and give in, give him whatever he wanted. And Jason looked beautiful with his hair all wild and 
his face flushed, chest heaving and stomach trembling all because of James. When the tears blurred his vision, 


he gave himself a break and pulled off, jerking Jason off as he used his other hand to wipe at his eyes. 


Jason brushed some hair back from James' face. "Too much?" 


James gave him an intentionally hard twist, tearing another moan out of him. "You're good." 


" Youre good," Jason replied, laughing a little. He moaned again when James wrapped his lips around him again, 


saliva coating Jason's cock and starting to drip down his balls. "You're so hot, James." 


The words that came next-pleas of "suck it," "harder" and "more, James, please"--prepared James for what 
was about to come. He cupped Jason's balls in his palm, heavy and hot, and indeed sucked harder. His face felt 
damp with sweat and his own dick was strained against his abdomen, his thighs trembling in both anticipation 


and from being cramped in the same position as he worked his damnedest to get Jason over the edge. 


Jason sank his fingers into James' hair and locked them against his scalp, moaning his name again while his 
abdomen quivered and his legs spread wider. James kept himself there even without Jason's aid and swallowed 
once more, drinking Jason down. Jason laughed breathlessly as James teased the tip of his tongue up his dick, 
flicking his wet slit before he hauled James up by his arms and shoved him onto the bed. 


Jason crawled over him this time, kissing James hard, hands already wandering over his body once more. "You 
really are so hot and really good on your knees," he said before nibbling James’ chin. "That was fucking 


amazing." 
James had to laugh. "So you're glad | got those dice?" 


"Mhm," Jason murmured, nibbling and kissing his way down James’ chest, then his stomach. "The dice really 


made for a good warm-up. A very sexy warm-up." He licked one hipbone and patted James’ thigh. "Roll over." 
James lifted his head to look down at him. "For real?" 


Jason laughed and swatted his thigh again. "Yeah, for real." He wrapped his hand around James’ dick and 


stroked. "I'm gonna make you come without even touching your dick" 


James' cheeks grew even hotter and he felt a drop of sweat slide down his temple. His chest was heavy, heart 
beating wildly, and the amount of want that burst inside superseded the little bit of embarrassment there 
was; Jason's overt look of total love and reverence certainly boosted his self-esteem some more. So, James 
followed Jason's orders and rolled over but before he could lift himself onto his knees, Jason did the work for 
him-he grabbed James’ hips and hauled his ass up, stroking his hands down to the backs of his thighs while 
James settled down on his forearms. He felt himself tense up when Jason's hands wandered a bit higher; he 


also felt Jason lean forward, long curls tickling his skin, and then a kiss over his spine. 


"Relax, babe," Jason purred, and James felt his cheeks being spread. Jason's teeth grazed his inner thigh, the 
last second for James to exhale and lean into it, then Jason's tongue licked straight up his perineum and 


through his crack to smooth over his tailbone. 


James moaned against the sheets, face buried in his arms. He wanted to reach down and jerk himself off- 


Jason was keeping true to his word about not touching-but he resisted. Jason's tongue slowly teasing him felt 


incredible, more than enough to make his cock twitch and leak, and when Jason's slick tongue actually dipped 
inside and lapped at his rim, James felt like he'd gotten shocked with a bolt of electricity. He pushed back 
against Jason's face, who eagerly kept going, hands gripping James' hard, when Jason's tongue moved down to 
lick at his balls, James couldn't take it. He flattened himself against the bed just to get some friction against 
his rigid, throbbing cock. 


Jason just lowered himself right along James, tongue sliding up his perineum again, saliva slick all over his 
sensitive skin. James writhed over the sheets, humping himself as much as he could against the bed. It was 
working-he could feel his own precum leaking into the sheets and the slightly scratchy material felt like heaven 
over his cock while Jason kept him spread open and wet. James moaned Jason's name and Jason moaned 


wordlessly in return, vibrating James' backside as a sharp smack came down on his ass. 


‘Oh my god, fuck me," James groaned into his arms, unable to help himself. He didn't need to turn around to 
know Jason had a very self-satisfied smirk on his face even while he kept eating James out, indeed very 
determined to get him off without touching his dick. James didn't consider grinding against the bed cheating, 
but the next slap on his ass told him Jason might've thought so. Didn't matter-it was way too good to stop. 
Jason stroked his fingertips over the burning spot on James’ skin and moaned against his tailbone; James gave 


one last shallow thrust against the bed and came right into the sheets, smothering it against his own hips. 


"Jesus Christ," James breathed out, still muffled by his own arms, and felt soft kisses being pressed against 


his lower back. 


"Cheater," Jason chided, gently squeezing James’ butt while he rested his chin on his back. "It wasn't hands, but 


| bet | could've made you come without you humping the bed, too." 


James exhaled. "| didn't cheat. But yeah-probably." He felt Jason move closer; James buried his face even 


deeper into his arms and hair. "Don't even think about kissing me right now." 


Jason laughed and James’ shoulder anyway. James turned onto his back when he felt Jason's weight leave the 
bed and heard the bathroom sink running down the hall; he barely had a moment to even consider cleaning 


himself up before Jason pounced on him, knocking the bed back against the wall. 


Jason kissed him wildly, grabbing James' face and keeping him in place as his once again clean, now minty 
tongue slipped against his lips and into James' mouth. James wrapped his arms around Jason's shoulders and 
pressed their naked, warm bodies together, forgetting all about the drying mess on his body and the sheets 
beneath him. 


"Am | acceptable now?" Jason asked after he broke away from James’ teeth tugging on his bottom lip. 


"Definitely," James answered, exhausted and satiated and totally elated to be in bed with his favorite person in 


the world. Jason laid his head on his chest; James rested his chin on top of Jason's curls and closed his eyes. 


"| really want the rest of those chocolates," Jason remarked. He didn't sound even half as tired as James felt- 
if history was any indicator, Jason would be ready to go again in a few minutes. James felt he might need a 
bit longer, just to lie there and hold his boyfriend and doze. 

"Go get ‘em then," James mumbled but locked his arms around Jason even tighter. 

"I don't wanna go get them and come back to see you asleep." 

"So don't get ‘em." 


Jason laughed. "You need the energy.’ 


"Nah," came James’ sleepy reply. His hold on Jason was loosening but his boyfriend made no move to actually 


get up. "Just need you, man." 

Jason kissed James’ throat. "You really are romantic sometimes. It's sweet." 

James smiled, eyes still shut. "I try. For you." 

"You do" James felt Jason settle down then, putting his full weight on him, curling around him. There was a 
pause-and James thought it was cute, how nervous Jason was to still say the words even after saying them a 


few times before-before he said, "Love you, James." 


James made sure to say those words right back to Jason before he really did doze off. 


